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Believe me, the fond filver tide 


E : 

ATR.—Mr. BARREr. 9 

URELY woman's a powerful creature Ws] 

In every ſtage of her liſe, * 

So arm'd at all points by dame Nature, 8 

As Maiden—Miſs—Widow—or Wife! 9 

In her bloom, ev'ry glance ſhe ſhoots thro' you; 
Even after her larum's well ttrung ;— 38 Ne 


And ſure is that force to ſubdue you, 


Which ſhifts from the eye to the tongue ! I 
or EO C 

ATR,—Mr, Coxcpon. 
I 


HE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, 
All the charms of my Emily knew; 
How oft has its courſe been forgot, 
While it paus'd, her dear image to woo ! 


Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize, 5 
For filently ſwelling with pride — oo 
It reflected her back to the {kies ! 


AIR.—Miſs Wes. 


"F EPHYR, come thou playful minion, 0 
Greet with whiſpers ſoſt mine ear! 1 
Hence! each breeze of ruder pinion, 
Tell me I have nought to fear! 


Gently, Zephyr, wing him over, 


Tho' I ne'er behold him more; 
With the breath of ſome young lover, 
- Waſt him to his native ſhore ! 


\ 


1 N 


9 AIR. Mr. Coxcnox. 


Ir the world's crooked path where I've been, 

There to {hare of life's gloom my poor part, 

7 The bright ſun-ſhine that ſoften d the ſcene 
1 ſmile from the girl of my beart! 


Not a ſwain when the lark quits her neſt, [ 
1 But to labour with glee will depart, | 
If at eve he expects to be bleſt 
1 With—a /mile from the girl of his heart! 
Come then croſſes and cares as they may, 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim impart, 


That the comfort of man's fleeting day | 
I;—a fmile from the girl of his heart ! | 


AIR,—Mr. RichAxbsox. 


N Freedom's happy land 
My taſk of duty done, 
With Mi zh 's light-hearted band 
Why not the lowly Woodman one? 
On Freedoms happy land, 78 c. 


5 Tho' Fortune's ſmiles our groves forſake, 
by Mirth may be left behind ; 
; For wealth can neither give, nor take 


oh This treaſure of the mind! 
7 On Freedom's happy land, c. 


Come, Cheerfulneſs, with blithſome gait, 
Trip by the peaſant's ſide; 
While Care—in cold, and ſullen ſtate, 
Sits on the brow ol pride. | | 
On * 5 vathy land, Sc, | 


S&S 


{70-5 
AIR Mr. FRAN CIS. 


Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 
My body's as ſound as a roach; 

Tho' in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt, 
Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach ; 

If Fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, 
My ſacks with her riches to fill, 

Why ſurely 'tis Fortune alone that's to blame 
And not honeſt Bob of the Mill. 


My breaſt is as artleſs, and blithe as my lay, 
From my cottage Content never flies ; 
She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, 
And I know how to value the prize; 
Would the girl that I love, then, but give me her 
hand, | 
The world it may wag as it will; 
I defy the firſt 'Squire, or Lord of the Land, 
To diſhonour plain Zeb of the Mill. 
* 


1 
AIR. Mr. TyRREI. 


H! fear not my courage, prov'd over and over, 
Your ſoldier will rout each impertinent lover; 
With a row-dow ! I'll guard. you—the foe ſhall 
your preſence fly, 
Who to fall in love here—muſt have tumbled, faith 
pretty high! 
With wide ſpreading charms, like the Lake of 
Killarney, 
Dear creature, oh] liſten to none of the barney, 


With a row dow, Nc. 


Your true-learted lad is come galloping to you, 


Oh! the Salmon's leap's ought to his flight to pur- 
fue you, 


With 4 roa dow, Cc. 
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| 1 Vour ſhort date of beauty your glib tongue | | 4 
eſt, F contraſting, I 
Treg | Like our own Giant's Cauſeway, will prove ever- 
Ireſt, laſting! 
THR With a 70 dow, Se. 
— AIR —Miſs Wes. 
0 ? 'WEET inmate—Sen/ib:lity / 
. Wo How pure thy tranſports flow, 
"Up When even grief that ſprings from thee, 
by. Is luxury in woe! f 
7 Without thee—where's the ſigh of love,. 
ne her Or bluſh by grace refin'd ? — 
Where Friendſhip's ſacred tear to prove 
The triumph of the mind? _ | 
ö Rondeau Sæwvee: inmate, Se. 
AIR Mr. RIcHARDSON. | 
ver 
ee Caron lack a day! 4 
hall T would not for the land I hold, 4 
Nor ſacks brim- full of Britiſh gold | 5 
aith My truſt betray: _ 1 
Fl do ſuch deed for no man! — 
of My maxim is, to do my beſt, i 
To make each creature round me bleſt— \' 
Much more—a helpleſs Woman ! | 
Ts | 
ATR.—Mr. Coxcnox. a 
ur- 
5 in vain for ſuceour calling, wi 
7e. Hope no more my boſom cheers! i! 


_ 


= SURRENDER or CALAIS. 


23}. 


» . 5 15 \ 1 
Cruel Fate that bliſs appalling, > "Mp 
With her ſcroll of joyleſs years! _ = * 
Come, deſpair! and diſtraction! confound me ! 


Add ſtill to my life's wretched load ; 
And while your mix'd horrors ſurround me, 


This deſert of wildneſs ſhall be my abode ! 


* 


* — 


THE MOST FAVOURITE 


SONGS 


in the 


SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Concpow. 


AY comrades, ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
Hear the drums how they jollily beat! 
They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 


Altho' we have nothing to eat. 
: Rub a dub, 


CHORUS OF SOLDIERS. 
Nothing to eat—Rub a dub, 
Rub a dub—we have nothing to eat! 


Then, hark to the merry-ton'd fife— 
To hear it will make a man younger ; 
J tell you, my lads, this is life; 
For any one dying with hunger. 
Took a tool. 


CHORUS OF SOLDIERS, i 
Dying with hunger — Toot a toot, 91 
Joot a toot—we are dying with hunger! 


* 


nd me! 


me, 


ode ! 


* 


tooth, 


i VY. I 
The foe to inſpire you to beat, 


Only liſt to the trumpet, ſo ſhrill?! 
Till the enemy's kill'd we can't eat; 


Do the job - you may eat all you kill. 
| Fan la ran, 


CHORUS, 


We'll eat all we kill—Ran ta ran! 
Ran ta ran—we may eat all we kill! 


— — — 


GRAND MARTIAL CHORUS. 


AR has till its melody; 


When the ſoldier marches o'er 
The crimſon held, knee-deep in gore ; 


By carnage, and'grim death ſurrounded, 
And groans of dying men confounded ; 


If the warlike drum he hears, 


And the ſhrill trumpet ſtrikes his ears, 


Rous'd by the ſpirit-ſtirring tones, 
Muſic's influence he owns ; 


His luſty heart beats quick and high. 
War has ſtill its melody! 


But when the hard-fowght day is done, 
And the battle's fairly won; 

Oh! then he trolls the jolly note, 

In triumph, thro' his ruſty throat: 
And all the ſtory of the ſtrife 

He carols to the merry fiſe. 

His comrades join, their feats to tell; 
The chorus then begins to {well : 


Loud martial muſic rends the ſky !—. 


This is the ſoldier's melody 


When blows come thick and arrows fly, 


0 


Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, | 
Shou'd never quit her rover; 
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| Ah! non, non, non, 
| "TY Pauvre Madelon, 9% by. 
11 Shall go with me all the world over. 1 
Mr. BarzEs. | "on 


1 And can you to the battle 8 FF 
| To woman's fear a ſtranger ? . 
Miſs WZB. * 55 
No fear my breaſt will ever know, 
But when my love's in danger. [3/4 
Ah! non, non, non, | 1 
Pauvre Madelon 
Will go with you all the world over. 
BOTH | 
Then let the world jog as it will, . 
Let hollow friends forſake us; | 
We both ſhall be as happy till 
As war and love can make us, 
| Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall never quit her rover; 
Ah! non, non, non, 


: Pauvre Madelon, . 
Shall go with | you | all the world over. \ 


GRAND CHORUS. F 


N f - 
1 OUND, ſound, in ſolemn ſtrains and flow; 
= | kJ Dully beat the muffled drum, 
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Recorded ſtill in future years, 


En 


Bid the hollow trumpets blow; 
In dead'ned tones, clear, firm, and low; 
For lee! the patriot Heroes come. | 7 


Green in a nation's gratitude. and tears. > 
Peace to the heroes, peace! who yield their bloed, 
And periſh, nobly, for their country's good ! 
Peace to their noble ſouls! their bodies die, 
Their fame ſhall flouriſh long in memory! 


Sung by Miſs Wes. 7 


ITTLE chinks the townſman's wiſe, 
While at home ſhe tarries, 
What muſt be the laſs's liſe 
Who a ſoldier marries. 
Nor with weary marching ſpent, 
Dancing now before the teut— 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier, 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcornins; 
Only griev'd her love muſt rite, 
And quit her in the morning; 
But, the doubtful ikirmiſh done, 
lithe ſhe ſings at ict of ſun, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier. 


Shou'd the Captain of her dear, 
Ule his vain endeavour, 

(Whiſpering nonſenſe in her ear} 
Two fond hearts to ſever. 


| 
1 
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My uncle was rich, but wou'd never be eafy, 

Till I was inliſted by Corporal Caſey.— 

Och !-rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! 

My dear little Shelah, I thought-wou'd run crazy, 
When I trudg'd away with tough Corporal Caſey ! 


I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 
On Shelah, my heart in my boſom was finking : 
But ſoon I wzs forc'd to look freſh as a Gaiſey, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey !— 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! 
The devil go with him! I ne'er cou'd be lazy, 
He ſtuck in my ſkirts fo, ould Corporal Caſey. 


We went into battle, J took the blows fairly 


That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely; 

And who ſhou'd the firſt be that dropt ?—why, an't 
pleaſe ye, 

It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey ;— 

Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey. 

Thinks I you are quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 

So eight years I fought without Corporal Caſey, 


I ad 


ALONE BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
Set by Mr. Hook.— Sung by Mr. Concpox, 


HE day is departed, and round from the cloud: 


The moon in her beauty 0 ppears ; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The muſic of love in our ears, 
Maria appear, now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is {1 tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the meas. 


Ss yd 


1 


I cannot when preſent unfold what J feel; 
I igh—can a lover do more? 

Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 

Maria! my love, do you long for the grove? 
Do you {igh for an interview ſoon? 

Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon? 


Tour name ſrom the ſhepherds whenever J hear, 
My boſom is all in a slow; | 

Your voice, when it vibrates fo ſweet thro' mine ear, 
My heart thrill —my, eyes overflow. 

Ye pow'rs of the {þ fy, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond a lover his boon ? _. 

Shall heart f ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone — the light cf the meœon? 


THE SHIPWRECK. 
Mritien and compiſcd by Mr, Diznin, + 


1 yon omen, gracious Heav'n, 
£ 'Fhe ugly ſcud; 
By riſing winds refiltleis driv'n, 
Kiſſes the flood, 

ow hard the lot ſor Sailors caſt, 

That they ſhould roam, 
For years to periſh thus at laſt, 

In ſight of home: 


For if the coming gale we mourn, 
5 A tempeſt P 
Our veſlel's ſhattex'd fo and torn, 
That gown ſhe goes. 
3 3 
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The tempeſt comes while meteors red 
Portentous fly, 

And now we touch old Ocean's bed, 
New reach the ſky. 

On ſable wings, in gloomy flight, 
Friends ſeem to wait, 

To ſnatch us in this dreadful night, 
Dark as our fate. 


Unleſs ſome kind, ' ſome pitying pow'r 
Should interpole ; 
She labours fo within this hour, 
| Down the gces ? 
But ſee, on roſy pinions borne 
O'er the mad deep, 
Reluctant beams the lorrowing morn, 
With us to weep. 


Peceitiul ſorrow, cheerleſs light, 

| Dreadful to chink; 

The morn is ris'n in endleſs night, 
| Our hopes to fink— 


She ſplitz—ſhe parts— through fluices driv'n, 


'The water flows; 


Adieu, ve iriends!—Have mercy, heav'n ! 


Fer down ſhe goes. 


Sung by Mrs, Davis, in the SPEIL'D CHILD, 


INCE, then I'm doom'd this ſad reverſe to prove, 


To quit each object of my-infant care; 
Torn ſrom an honout'd parent's tender love, 


And driven the keeneſt, keeneſt Norms of fate to 


bear: 


* 
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Ah! ſorgive me, pitied let me part, 
vVour ſrowns too ſure, wou'd break my ſinking beart. 4 


Where'er I go, whate'er my lowly ſtate, 

Yet grateſul mem'ry till {hail linger here! 

And when, perhaps you're muſing o'er my fate, 
You ill may greet me with a tender tear. 

| Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part, i 
Your frowns too ſure, wou'd break my finking heart. 


$i 
'of 


1 Sung by Mr. TyxREL, in No Song No Supper. 
EE Writtts and compos'd by Mr, Dispin, [18 


Sailor's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late now early, 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then, he takes it cheerly ; 
Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, 
If duty call, ſtand, riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog, | 
Tye cadge to weigh, . 
I be ſheets belay, 
He does it with a with, 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat-head, 
The pond'rons anchor fiſh, 
88 For while the grog goes round, 
1 All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
5 We deſpiſe it to a man. | 


; [x1 We ſing a little, and laugh a little, 

. And work a little, and fear a little, 

bp And fiddle a little, and fort a little, 

6: And fewig the flowing cann. | 
Ik howling winds and roaring ſeas, 

1 Give proof of coming danger, 
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We view the ſtorm, .our hearts at eaſe, 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger, 
Bleſt with the ſmiling grog we fly, 
WMbere now below, 
We headlong go, 
Now rife en mountains high, 
Spite of the gale, 
We hand the ſail, 
Or take the needful rief, 
Or man the deck, 
To clear ſome wreck, 
To give the ſhip relief. 
Though perils threat around, 
All fenfe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 


We fing a little, Se. | 


But yet think nct cur caſe is hard, 
Tho' ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles cur ſweethearts greet us; 
Now too; the friendly grog we quath, 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love moſt, 
And gaily fing and laugh, 
The ſails we fur}, 
Then, for each girl, 
The petticoat diſplay, 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer; 
As we their charms ſurvey, 
And then the grog goes round, 
All Tenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpite it to a man. 


We fins a _ 4. 7 
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Sung by Mr. Concno, in No Song No Supper. 


F OW happily my life I led, 

2 Without a day of forrow, 
=" To plough and ſow, 

3 To reap and mow, 

5 No care beyond the morrow: 
1 In heat, or cold, in wet or dry, 
0 I never grumbled, no, not I; 
3H My wiſe, 'tis true, 

= Loves words a few, 

Me What then, I let her prate ; 


For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
I found my ſelf ſtill rich enough, 
In the joys of an humble ſtate, 


But when with law I craz'd my head, 
I loſt both peace and pleaſure, 

Long ſays to hear, 

To ſearch and fwear, 
And plague beyond all meaſure, 
One grievance brought another on, 
I/ debts increaſe, my ſock is gone; 
75 My wife ſhe tay * 
2 Our means 'twill raiſe, 
1 38 What then, tis idle prate, 
Por ſometimes ſmooth, &c. 


Sung by Miſs Wers, in No Song No Supper. 


FTH lowly ſuit, and plaintive ditty, 
I call the tender mind to pity, 

My ſriends are gone, my heart is beating, 
And chilling poverts's my lot; | 

From paſting ſtranger s aid entreating, 0 

I wander thus alone lorgot: 
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This lamb was blithe as midſummer, 
His frolic gambols play'd, 
find now of all the flock a- bead, 
The pretty wanton ſtray'd; 
A wolf that watch'd with greedy eyes, 
Ruſh'd forth and ſeiz'd the tender prize; 
The ſhepher'd ſaw, and rais'd a ſtone, 
So round, fo large I vow, 
Twas like the cake that Nelly laid 
Upon the ſhelf juſt now. 
This monſtrous ſtone the ſhepherd flung, 
And well his aim he took, 
Yet ſcarce the ſavage creature deign' d 
- Around to caſt a look; 
But fled as ſwift with ſoptiteps light, 
As he who brought the wine to-night : 
I try'd to ſtop the thief, but he 
Turn'd round ir rage, good lack! 
So mad the lawyer ſcarce can be 
That's hid in yonder ſack. 


THE POOR MARINER, 
Sung by Mr. Coxncpov. 
HE winds whiſtl'd ſhrilly, chill rain down was 


ſtreaming, 
When from a dark cell where the ſun ne'er had 
beam'd in. 
Worn out with great age, I reſs'd with hunger and 
rief, 
A ſad on of Neptune call'd forth for relief: 
Give relief to, —Ch, give relief to the poor Mariner, 


He tremblingly begg'd, as the affluent paſs'd him, 
The poor mite benevolent charity would caſt him, 
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Whilſt from his dim eyes, hid by darkneſs thick 
veil, 
The big tear euſh'd forth while he told his ſad tale! 
Give relief to, &c, 


Theſe eyes oft have ſeen the proud fink before me, 

Have ſparkled with joy at the ſignal of glory; 

Have ſeen Britain's flag oft to eonqueſt aſpire, 

'Tho' now loſt in darkneſs for want I expire! 
Give relief to, &c. | ; 


My life's been expos d in defence of. our laws, 

I've bled at each vein to ſupport ſreedom's cauſe ; 

The billows of danger have ſtemm'd without dread, 

Now faintly I ſtruggle, now beg for my bread! 
Give relief to, &c. 


Aſſiſt me, he ſaid ;—the words tremblingly hung 
In accents moſt piteous on the vet'ran's tongue; 
When the grim King of Terrors his ſufferings re- 
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f 
garded, 
And match d him from hence, to where virtue s re- 
warded ! 
Death gave :iwlief to, &c, 

3 G LE E. 
18 5 In the BATTLE of HEXHAM. | 
J % HEN Arthur firſt at Court began, | 

1 To wear lons-haugin; ſleeves; B 
4 7 : He entertain'd three ſerving men, oy | 

F And all of them were thieves, 

1% The firſt he was an Iriſhwan, | 

5 „ ſecond was a Scot; f 
: 57 ne third he was a Wellaman, Ry 

. And all were knaves I wot, | | | 


( 28 ) 
Let perils come, let horrors threat, 
Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 
. 1 fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 


Aſſured when on the wings of love, 
To heaven above, &c. 


Enough, with that benignant ſmile 
Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 
Who wonder'd and zdmir'd thee; 
I go aſſur'd, my life adieu! 
Where. thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Where murd' ring, carnage ſtalk in view, 
When on the wings of my true love, 
To heaven above, &c. 
BOUND ARGUMENT: 
ON, WI IT ALL BE UNHAPPY TOGETHER. 
Sung by Mr. DIB DIx. 
E bipeds made up of frail clay, 
Alas are the children of ſorrow; 
And though briſk and merry to- day, 
We all may be wretched to-morrow, 
For ſunſhire's ſucceeded by rain, 
Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 


Left pleaſurc ſhould only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant the beſt bleſſing we know, 

Is a friend, for true friendſhip's a treaſure, 
And yet, left the friend prove a foe, 

Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure : 
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Thus friendſhip's a flimſy affair, 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Sure there's nothing delightful but care, 

Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble. 


If a mortal would point out that life, 
That on earth would be neareſt to heaven, 
Let him, thanking bis ſtars, chuſe a wife 
To whom truth and honour are given: 
But honovr and truth are fo rare, | 
And horns, when they're cutting, ſo tingle, 
That with all my reſpect to the fair, FO 
I'd adviſe him to ſigh and hve ſingle. 


It appears from theſe premiſes plain, 

T'hat wiſdom is nothing but folly, 
That pleaſure's a term that means pain, 

And that joy is your true melancholy. 
That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, 

That tis fine triſk and fun to be grieving, 
And that, ſince we muſt all of us die, 

We ſhould taſte no enjoymeat while living. 

SONG. 
y Mr. Dinvin. 


EN BACESTAY lov'd the gentle Anna, * 
B Conſtant as purity was ſhe, 
Her honey words, like ſucc'ring manna, 
Cheer'd him each voyage he made to lea, 
One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 
Wnile each the other's ſorrow dry'd, 
They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 
Vow'd to be conſtent till they died. 
Ee C 3 
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At diſtance from his Anna's beauty, 
While howling winds the ſky deform, 
Ben fighs, and well performs his duty, 
And braves for love the frighted ſtorm. 
Alas! in vain the veſſel batter'd, / 
On a rock ſplitting, epens wide, 
While lacerated, torn and ſhatter'd, 
Ben thought of Anna, figh'd, and died. 


The ſemblance of each charming feature, 
That Ben had worn around his neck, 
Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 
A tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck. 


Tn fervent hope, while Anna burning, 


Bluſh'd as ſhe wiſh'd to be a bride, 
The portrait came—joy turn'd to mourning, 


She "ou, n 2 8 fell am and died! 
Sung by Mrs. Wa in the . 


T AM a briſk and ſprightly lad, 
But juſt come home from ſea, Sir ; 


Of all the lives I ever led, 


A ſailor? 8 life for me, Sir. 
Yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, 
' Whilſt the boatfwain pipes all hands, 
Wuh yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, Sir. 


What girl but loves the marry tar, 
We o'er the ocean roam, Sir: 
In ev'ry elime we find a port, 
In ev'ry pert a n A 
Teo, yoo, c. 


But when our country? s foes are nigh, 


Each haſtens to his gun, ors 5 


1 


We make the boaſting Frenchmen fly, 
And bang the * Don, Sir, 
Teo, yeo, Sc. 
Our fork ſubdu'd—once more on fhore, 
We ſpend our caſh with glee, Sir, 


And when all's gone, we drown our carey 
And out again to fea, Sir. 


Tes, yeo, oe 


CHARMING KITTY. 
Sung by Mr. Ix LE Do, at Vauxhall. 


HO? many a aymph may. claim my ſong,” 
For ſhape and grace, and features handſome, 
| Yet, Kate, ſuch charms to thee belong, 


As well zs are worth a monarch's ranſom, 


And had I India's wealth in ſtore, - 


I'd ſhun with joy the court or city ;. 


And live ſequeſter'd evermore, 
With thee ſweet maid, my eharming Kitty. 


I many an acre, Kate, can boaſt, 
Large tracts of land, and golden treaſure 
Then come, ſweet girl, I love thee moſt, 


I'Il lay it at thy feet with pleaſure. 


For thee Ill e'en the ſex reſign, 


The fair, the brown, the gays the witty ;. 


If thoy'lt be mine, and only mine, 


Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty. 


Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kate, 


Lay by the crook, each care give over; 


And let me henceforth on thee wait— 


A taſk how pleaſing to a lover! 


0 3 1 


My life Vil Jedicite to thee, 
And fing thee oft a tender ditty ; 
If chou'lt conſent to live with me, 


Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty. 


POOR TOM: _ 
„ - OR, THE SAILCR's EPITAPH, 
By Mr. DIB DIN. 


FH ERE, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 


The darling of our crew, 


No more he'il hear the tempeſt howling, 


For death has. broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his- duty, 

And now he's gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare; 


His friends were many and true hearted, 


His Poll was kind and fair. 
And then he'd fing fo blyth and jolly— 
Ah! many's the time and oft; 
But mirth is turn'd to melancho!y, 
- For Tom is gone aloft. 


* 
* 
A 
1 
2 


When He who all commands, 


Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands: 


Tom's life has vainly doff d; 
For though his body's under batches, 
His ſoul is gone aloft. | 
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Yet ſhall poor 'Tom find pleaſant weather, 


Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
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THE 


POOR LITTLE BLIND BEGGAR vor. 
I Mr, J. Caoss. 
EAR the Jaws of a priſon in whoſe diſmal 


loom, 

Diſeaſe fat by Penury's fide, 

And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 
A child of diftreſs ſadly figh'd 

Adown his wan cheeks flowly trickled the tear, 
| Bereft was his boſom of joy, 

& And alas 1 IT am driven almotft to deſpair 305 ; 
Cry'd the poor little blind Beggar Boy | 


« My father whoſe labour provided each mea], 
« And to poverty oft gave relief, 
e Tn theſe walls is confin'd, by hearts barder than 
6 ſteel, 

« And my mother's been murder'd by grief, 
The infant companions, who oft were my guides 
« No longer their friendſhip employ, 

« And the miſery—light hearted pleaſare derides, 

« Of the poor little blind Beggar Boy. 


« The Debt which alas! a falſe friend made him 
«© owe, 
“ Robb'd my paren: Fry liberty” s ſweets, 
„Each moment he breathes is imbitter*d with woe 
« And nought but misfortune he meets: 
. « Each fender refreſhment's from charity's lore, 
« Or famine his ſpan would deſtroy, 
« And alas! that kind hand that relie vid, is no 
% more, 


. Cry'd the * little blind Beggar Boy. 
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TIPP YZ BOB. 


Sang by Mr. Muxvzn, in the new Pantomime of 45 


BLUE Bear. 


M* name's Tippy Bob, 


With a watch in eich fob, 
View me round on each ſide and the top, 


I am ſure I'm the thing, 
Nay I wiſh I may ſwing, 


If I an't now a nice natty crop. 


I am up to each rig, 


Of. my hat ſmoke the gig, 


Like candles my Jocks dangle down, 


And look in my rear, 
As an oftrich I'm bare, 


But the knowingeſt ſmart of the town, 


The girls cry out Bobby, 


Come here Bobby, pretty Bobby, 
Now ſqueaking, now bawling. 


Then pulling and hauling, 
So ſmirking and pleaſing, 


So coax ing and teazing, 


I can't get them out of my nob, 


My veſt a foot long, 


Nine capes in a throng, | 


My breeches—my ſma'!l clothes I mean, 


From my cheſt to my calf, 


Damn the mob! let them laugh, 


I dreſs not by them to be ſeen, 
The ſtrings of my knees, 


Like a cheyaux-de-frize, 


My boots to the ſmall of my leg ; 


= 


My ſtick the none-ſuch, 

No crop can me touch, 
For I ſwear I'm at home to a 
As I walk thro' the lobby, 


(37 . 


: Obſerve well my ſhape, | 
HR. And the fall of my cape, | 
ö It's the thing! quite the thing! damme an't it, | 
1 Aud this bow round my "neck, } 
A Would at leaſt hold a peck, 0 


H may catch ſome old Duckels too (mayn t it,) 
Then under this collar, 
I've got a large roller, 
Tis juſt like a huge German ſauſage; 
5 And ſqueez'd up ſo tight, 
5 That by this good light, 
* It goes nearly to ſtop up the paſſage. 
As I walk thro', &c. 


SONGS in the WOODMAN. 
DUET. 
. Sung by Mr. BarESs, and Mrs. Davis. 
Meeley. AVING brought my uit to iſſue, 


I may venture cloſe to kils you, 
Lovely Dolly !—deareſt Doll ! 
Ever ſinging toll-de-roll, 


: | Dolty. Aye! but when my charms are falling, 

0 3s Shall I then ſtill hear you calling | 
„Lovely Dolly !—deareſt Doll! 
Ever ſinging toll-de-roll? &c.“ 


* * 4 + * 
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Medley. You're a woman | 4 
Rd : made ſor ever? 
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Dolly. You're a man, Sir, | 
2 Both. Hold your head up now, my dear, 
| Such a match for you, how clever! 
4 You'll be convey'd far aud near, 


Ever ſinging toll-de-roll, &c 
| E 
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Let furious winds the veſſe] waft, 
In his ſtation amid ſhips, or fore or aft, 
He can pull away, caſt off, belay, | 
| Aloft, alow, avaſt yeo ho! : 
| And hand, reef, and ſteer, | 
7 Know each halliard and jeer, 
3 15 And of duty every rig; | 3 
„ But my joy and delight l 
7 Was on Saturday night, 
| A drop of the creature to ſwig. 
| There was Kit, with a caſt in his eye, 
| And Tom, with a timber toe, 
| And ſhambling Will, for he hobbled awry, 
f All wounded a fighting the foe, ö 
| Three lads, though crazy grown and cranky 5 
„ As true as ever Bumbo drank; . 1 
55 For they'd pull away, &c. 
Then over life's ocean Fl jog, : 
„ Let the ſtorm, or the Spaniards come on; 
1 So but ſea room I get, and my ſkin full of grog, f 
| I fear neither devil nor don. "7 
For I am the lad that's ſpract and daft, 
In my ſtation amid fhips, or fore, or aft, 
I can pull away, &c. 


- 


5 THE JOLLY FUSTIAN-CUTTER, 4 


4 
55 Written by Mr. ERRIxd rox, and ſung by him at the ® 
Theatre Royal, Mancheſter. 7 


Wi Adam kept houſe in the garden of Eden, | 


His wife and himſelf nought but fruit had 
to ſeed on; 
The fig-tree alone was their wardrobe we're told, 


No pockets they needed for filver or gold. 
Derry Gon, bc, 
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No caſh they &er wanted, no creditors knew, 
Whatever they wiſh'd for, around them it grew; 
Their clothes knew no calting, their food ne'er felt 
kniſe, | 
Without thought of either, they jogg'd on thro' life, 
Derry down, &c. 


From that time to this, Sirs, how alter'd the caſe, 
Now cuttixg's the game for food, clothing, and place; 


is cut as cut can all the world thro' we ſee, 


But who cut ſo fazriy, yet conſtant as we? 


Derry down, &c. 


Six days out of ſeven, from morning till night, 
For a living we cut; who can ſay we're not right? 
Tho' many cre/;-cuts in this life we may find, 
The /ong-cut, ſtrait forwward's the cut to my mind. 
Derry down, &c. 


One neighbour bis neighbour may cut out of place, 


Such ca/ting can't Hou look in the face; 

The gameſter, the cards he may c to himpelf, 

Tho' the ſtake he ſecures tis but ill gotten pelf. 
Derry down, &c. 


The ſpruce dancing maſter, as fine as a jay, 

His capers may cut, and his kit he may play; 

We can match him, I war'nt, if our work we purſue, 

Nor the capers alone, but the «to cut too. 
Derry down, &c. 


May George fit ſecure on-a'peaceable throne ; 

Nor our heart-of-oak ſtandard be ever cut down ; 
Should the Spaniards again dare to venture a rub, 
Their whiſkers be ddl they our Fufrrans can't drub, 


Derry down, &c. 
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Long may Fuſtian Cutters, in ſweet harmony, 
United work on, with the merohants agree; 
No ſtrife or contentions ariſe to appal, 


Till Death, that fly Cutter, ſhall cut for us all. 
Derry down, &«. 


BILL BOBSTAY. * 
Written and cempojed by Mr. Dippin. 


"TIGHT lads have I fail'd with but none e'er fe 
ſightly, | 
As honeſt Bill Bobſtay ſo kind and ſo true; 
He'd ſing like a mermaid, and foot it ſo lightly, 
The forecaſtle's pride, the delight of the crew. 
But poor as a beggar, and often in tatters 
He went, though his fortune was kind without end, 
For money, - cried Bill, and them there ſort of mat- 
Wh; 
For money, &c. | 
What's the good on't, d'ye ſee, but to ſuccour a 
friend. 


There's Nipcheeſe the purſer, by grinding and 
fqueezing, 
Firſt plund' ring, then leaving the ſhip like a rat; 
The eddy of fortune ſtands on a ſtiff breeze in, 
And mounts, fierce as fire, a dog vane in his hat! 
My bark, though hard ſtorms on life's ocean ſhould 
rock her, | . 
Tho' ſhe roll in misfortune, and pitch end for end, 
No, never ſhall Bill keep a ſhot in the locker, 
When by handling it out he can ſuccour a friend. 


Let them throw out their wipes and cry, ſpight of 
the croſſes, | 


And forgetful of toil that ſo hardly they bore, 


{© 
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That“ SMllors at ſea earn their money like horſes, 
Jo ſquander it idly like afles aſhore.” 
Such lubbers their jaw would coil up, could they 
meaſure 
By their feeling, the gen'rous delight without end, 
That gives birth in us tars to that trueſt of pleaſure, 
The handling our rhino to ſuccour a friend. 


Why what's all this nonſenſe they talk of and pother, 
All about right's of man, what a plague are they 
at, | 
If they mean that each man to his meſsmate's a 
brother, 
Why the lubberly ſwabs, ev'ry fool can tell that, 
The right's of us Britons we know's to be loyal, 
In our country's defence our laſt moments to ſpend, 
To fight up to the ears to protect the blood royal, 
Jo be true to our wives and to ſuccour a friend. 


SaToURDAY NIGHT; OR, WivE's AND SWEETHEARTS, 
Written by Mr. DispiN. 


9 IS ſaid we vent'rous die-hards, when we leave 


the ſhore, 
Our friends ſhould mourn, leſt we return to bleſs 
their fight no more; 


But this is all a notion, bold Jack can't underſtand, 


Some die upon the ocean, and ſome on land: 
Then lince 'tis clear, howe'er we ſteer, 
No man's life's under his command, 
Let tempeſts howl, and billows roll, and danger 
preſs, | 
Of theſe, in ſpight, there are ſome joys us jolly tars 
to bleſs, 
For Saturday night ſtill comes my boys, to drink to 
Poll and Beſs. 


(744) 


One ſeaman hands the ſails, another heaves the log, 

The purſer ſwops our pay for flops, the landlord 

hills us grog, 

Thus each man to hs ſation, to keep liſe's ſhip in 

trim, 

What arguties noration, the reſt is fortune's whim ; 
Cheerly my hearts, then play your parts, 
Boldly reſolve to {ink or ſwim, 

The mighty ſurge, may ruin urge, and danger 

preſe, &c. | 


For all the world juſt like the ropes aboard a ſhip, 

Each man's rigg d out, a veſſel ſtout, to take ſor liſe 
a tri 

The ſhrouds, and ſtays, and braces, are joys, and 
hopes, and fears, 


The halliards, ſheets, and traces, juſt as each pal- 


{ton veers ; 
And whim prevails, direct the ſails, 
As on the ſea of life he ſteers, 
Then let the ſtorm, heav'n's ſace deſorm, and dan- 
ger preſs, &c. 


THE YORKSHIRE FARMER, 
Sung by Mr. BARREr. 


Song I will fing unto you, 
A ſong of a merry intent; 
It is of a filly old man, 


That went to pay his rent, < 
La; 14; 1; Tec. 


And as he was riding along, 
And riding along the highway, 

A gentlem n thief, flipt beſv;e the old man, 
And unto him he did fay, &c. 
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8. How dare you ride alone? 

T So many thieves there be, 

: If they ſhould light of you, 

in | They'd rob you of your money, &c. 


If they ſhou'd light of me, 


wh They wou'd be very ill ſped; 
For to tell you the truth, kind fir, | 
zer My money in my ſaddle I've hid, &c. 
| So as they were riding along, 
; And going down a hill, 
iſe . This gentleman thief lipt before the old man, 
45 And he bid him to ſtand ſtill, &c. 
nd yi] 


The old man being cunning, 
3 As in this world there are many.; 
al- 1 He threw the ſaddle o'er the hedge, 
b- Saying, fetch it if thou wou'd'ſt have any. 


h 1 The thief being greedy of money, 
an- 8 He thought there had been bags; 
| Then with a ruſty old ſword, 
He chopt the ſaddle to rags, &c. 


The old man put his foot in the ſtirrup, 
And preſently he got aſtride ; 
He put the thief's horſe to a gallop, 
You need not bid the old maa ride, &c., 


4 Nay ſtay, nay ſtay, ſays the thief, 
27 And half of the money thou'ſt have; 
Nay, by my troth, ſays the old man, 
For once I have cheated a knave, &c. 


So the old man rode along, 
And went with a merry devotion ; 
Saying, if ever live to get home, 
"Twill enlarge my daughter's portion, &e. 


* 
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Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotion the ſenſes invite. 

To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potion oblivious a balm may beſtow; 

But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection's the birth of all woe! 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream fo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
For the tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted—t& millions deny'd ; 
"Ts the brain of the victim that tempers the dart 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd' 


Each, change and exceſs bath thro” life been my 
doom, 
And well can! fak of its joys and its ſtrife ; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe tho' the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my light, 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ; 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 
Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'er, jolly god! from the banquet remove: 
But each tube of my heart gver thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by frie Achig, and {weeten'd by 
love, 
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BACHELOR's MALL. 
By Myr. Digpix. 


O Bachelor's Hall we good fellows invite, 
To partake of the chace that makes up our 
delight; | 
We have ſpirits like fire, and of health ſuch a ſock, 
That our pulſe {trikes the feconds as true as a clock. 
Did you fee us, you'd , as we mount with 2 
grace, 


That Diana had dub'd ſome new gods of the chace. 


CHORUS. 
Hark away! hark away] all nature looks gay, 
And Aurora with ſmiles uſhers in the bright day, 


Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 
A better fleet gelding, ne'er hunter did back ; 
Tom Trip rode a bay, full of mettie and bone; 
And gaily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan ; 
But the horſe of all horſes that rival'd the day, 
Was the 'Squire's Neck-o'nothing, and that was 2 
orey. | 
| CHORUS. 
Hark away ! hart away : / while our Jpirits are gay, 
Let us drink to the joys of the next coming day. 


Then for hounds, there was Nimble, ſo well that 


climbs rocks; 
And Cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox: 
Little Plunge, like a Vole, who will ferrit and ſearch, 
And bettle-brow'd Hawk's eye, ſo dead at the lurch; 
Young Shylooks, that ſcents che ſtrong brecze from 
the ſouth, 


And muſical Echowell with his deep mouth. 


Hark @Way, Tc, 
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Why should the bardy tar complain? 

"T's certain true he weathers more 
From dangers on the roaring main 

Than lazy lubbers do aſhore, 
Ne'er let the nobie mind deſpair, 

Thouzk roaring ſeas run mountains high, 


All things are built with equal care, 


Firſt rate or wherry, man or fly: 
If there's a power that never errs, 
And certainly tis ſo, 


For honeſt hearts what comforts drop, 


As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 
Little Ben, that keeps his watch in the maintop ? 


What though to diſtant climes I roam, 
Far from my darling Nancy's charms, 

The {weeter is my welcome home, 

To bliſsful moorings in her arms. 

Perhaps ſhe on that ſober moon 
A lover's obſervation takes, 

And longs that little Ben may ſoon 
Relieve that heart which ſorely achs. 
Ne'er fear, that power that never errs, 

That guards all things below, 

For honeſt hearts what comforts drop, 
As well as kings and emperors, 

Will ſurely take in tow 


Little Ben, that keeps his watch i in the maintop. 


Sung by Mr. DIB DIx. 


Sail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My jib, how ſhe ſmack'd through the breeze, 
She's a veſſel as tight to my fancy 
Ag ever ſail'd on the ſalt ſeas. 
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90 adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, - 
Our girls, and our dear native ſhore, 

For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 
We ſhall never ſee them Tay more. 


But ſailors were born for all weathers, - 
Great guns let it blow high, blow low, + 
Oar duty keeps us to cur tethers, 
And where the pale drives we muſt go.“ 


When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar; - 
I verily thought ſhe'd have funk, 

For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She yaw'd juſt es thof ſhe was drunk. 


The ſquall tore the mainſail to fhivers, 8 
Helm a weather, the hoarſe boatſwain crieg, + 
Brace the foreſail athwart, ſee the quivers, 
As before the rough tempelt ſhe flies. 
But ſailors, &c. 


The ſt orm came on thicker and faſter, 
As black juſt as pitch was the ſKy, 
When truly a dole ful diſaſter, 
Befel three poor ſailors and I. 45 


Ben Buutline, Sam Shroud; and Dick Handſail, 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt while we were furling the mainſail, 
Were every ſoul fsept fcom the yard. 
But ſailors, &c. 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick, cried peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 

While they ſunk down ia peace to old Davy, » 
Caught a rope, and fo landed on deck. 
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Well what would you have, we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew 
Of three hundred that failed, never landed 
But I, and I think twenty-two. 
But ſailors, &c. 


After thus we at fea had miſcarried 
Another guſs way fat the wind; 

For to England I came and got married, 
To a laſs that was comely and kind ; 


But whether for joy or vexation 
We know not for what we were born, 
Ferhaps I may find a kind ſtation; 
But ſailors, &c. 


SOLDIER DICK. 
Lung by Mr. DiBDiN. » 


HY, don't you know me by my ſcars, 
I'm a ſoldier come from the wars, 


Where many a pate without a hat, 


Eroud honour's bed, but what of that. 
Beat drums, play fi fes, 'tis glory calls, 
What argufies who ſtands or falls, 
Lord, what ſhould one de ſorry for, 
Life's but the fortune of the war: 
Then rieh or poor, or well or ſick, 
Still laugh and ſing ſhall Soldier Dich. 


I uſed to look two ways at once, 
A bullet hit me on the ſconce ; 
And dowſh'd my eye, d'ye think I wine, 
Why, Lord, I've never ſquinted ſinee. 
| Beat drums, ccc. 


6 55 J 
Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 
For fear of wooden legs and arms; 
While others die ſafe in their beds, 
While others die ſafe in their beds, 


Who all their lives had wooden heads. * 
Beat drums, &c. | 


Thus gout, or fever, ſword, or ſhot, 

Or ſomething {ends us all to pot, 

That we're to die, then do not grieve, 

But let's be merry while we live, 4 
Beat drums, &c. 4 


SONG. 
Sung by Miſs FoNTEN ELLE, in the character if 
5 Moggy, in the Highland Reel. . l 


Y Father's houſe 1s clean and nice, | 
My little garden paradiſe ; : 
My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, \ 
The window ſpread with jeſſamine. 
I have a blackbird gay, 
Oh, he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
Tuyhe live long day. | 
My playful kid, for handſome pets I've many, | \ 
My wanton, bounding, friſking Nanny, | 
Next my fav'rite cow: | 
Yet I love none half ſo well 
As my Charley's gift, my dear Fidel, 
| My little bow-wow ! 
Haſte gentle lover, now for you, 
Papa, kid, dog, and chick adieu ! 


In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 
A monſtrous flaming married belle; 
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The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 
At operas, plays, and balls and routs, 
All in my plumage fine : 
Around me ſmarts ſhall flutter, 
About me what a clutter ! 
«« She's all divine!“ 
They ſing, they dance; to pleaſe me how they 
caper ! 
Whilſt rivals challenge, huff and vapour, 
As birds, all welcome here to Woo; 
For Charley's ſake begone cuckoo, 
I'll ne*er create my ſpouſy's ſhame, 
To ſinge my wings around the flame. 


The NEGLECTED TARS of BRITAIN... 


(TUNE—** THE VICAR OF BRAY.) 


F Sing the Britiſh ſeamen's praiſe; 
A theme renown'd in ſtory ; - 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays ; 
Oh! 'tis your boaſt and glory. 
When mad-brain'd war ſpreads death around, 
By them you are protected; 
But when in peace the nation's found, . 
Theſe bulwarks are neglected. 


CHORUS. . 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar; R 
Be mindful of his merit; | 
And when again you're plung' d in war, 
Heil jhew his daring ſpirit. 
When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; 
When lightuings dart; when thunders roll, 
And all is wild commotion; 


When o'er the bark, the white-top'd waves, 
With boiſt'rous ſweep are rolling, 
Jet cooly ſtill, the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidſt the howling. 
Ten, oh! protect, Tc, 


When deep immers'd in ſulph'rous ſmoke, 

He feels. a glowing pleaſure ; 

He loads his gun—he cracks his joke, 
Elated beyond meaſure. 

Though fore and aft the blood-ſtain'd deck. 
Should liteleſs trunks appear ; 

Or ſhould the veſſel fleat a-wreck, 
The ſailor knows no fear. 


Then, oh protect, Oc. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
When ſcorching beams aſſail him; 
When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 
And food and water fail him; 
+ Then oft he dreams on Britain's ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning ; 
They call the watch —his rapture's o'er- . 
He fighs—but ſcorns complaining. 
Then, ob! praet, Oc. 


Or burning on the noxious coaſt, _ 
Where death ſo oft befriends him : 
Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, 
True courage {till attends him; 

No clime can this eradicate ; 
He glories in annoyance ; 

He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
And bids grim death defiance. 

Then, oh ! protect, Oc, 
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What matter'd my zeal, or my honored ſcars, 
When indiffercnce fiood at each gate. 


'The face that would ſmile when my purſe Was 
well lin'd, 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 
And when J could nought but ingratitude find; 
I hied once again to the fea, 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; 
So 1 pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle, alas! was my ſtore. 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my ſhouider I threw |! 

Away then 1 trudg'd, with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with fome jolly ſhip's crew. 


The fea was lefs troubl'd by far than my mind, 
For when the wide main l ſurvey'd, ; 

I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a ilippery jade. 


And vow'd if once more, I could take her in tow, 
I'd let the ungrateful ones ſ-e, 
That the turbulent winds and billows cou'd ſhow, 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 


THE LAMPLIGHTER. 
Written by Mr. DI BDI, 
'M jolly Diek the lamplighter, 

] They ſay the ſun's my dad, | 
And truly 1 believe it, fir, {6 
For I'm a pretty lad; me 
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- Father and I the world delight, 

And make it look ſo gay. 

The difference is, I lights by night, 
And father lights by day, 


But father's not the likes of I, 
For knowing life and fun, 

For I queer tricks and fancy ſpy, 
Folks never {hun the ſun : 

Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the light, 
I've heard your wiſe ones ſay, 

And ſo, d'ye mind, I ſees at night 
Things never ſeen by day. 


At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 
And many a face, and many a heart 
Will then pull off the maſk: 

 _. Each formal prude and holy wight 

5 Will throw dilguiſe away, 

ö And ſin it openly at night, 

Who fainted it all day 


. His darling hoard the miſer views, 
Miſſes from friends decamp, 
v, And many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 
| To his country o'er his lamp: 
W., Ws $0 father and I, d'ye take me right, 
o Are juſt on the ſame lay ; 


I bare-fac'd ſinners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by day, 


POOR JACK. 
O patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, | 
hy Bout danger, and ſear, and the like; bk 
A tight water boat and good ſea room give me, | 
10 And 'ta'n't to a little I'll ſtrike: 
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Then he broke from my arms and bid me farewel, 
Saying, Come Poll, my ſoul it won't do: 


$0, d'ye hear, avaſt whining and ſobbing, my girl: 


"Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in you. 
I uld not help thinking that Jack was in fight, 
From a ſomething that whiſpered, d'ye ſee; 
There's a ſeveet little Angel that fits out of fight 
Will re/jore my Poor Fack unto me. 


t while he's at diſtance each thought is employ'd, 
And nought can delight me on ſhore, 
J fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroy'd ; 
And Jack, I {hall never ſee more. 
But then it's but fancy, that Angel above, 
Wo can do ſuch a number of things, 

F know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And fo to myſelf I thus fings ; | 
What matters repining, my heart ſhall be light, 

For a ſoracthing there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 
There's a fweet little Angel, c. 


But ſhould that ſweet Angel, wherever he be 


Forget to look out after Jack 
Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah, never, no never come back ; 
But oh, it can't be, he's too good and too kind 
To make the ſalt water his grave; 
And why ſhould I then each tale tell or mind, 
Or dread ev'ry turbulent wave ? 
Beſides I will never kind Providence light, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 
There's a feett little Angel, &c. 
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THE DEATH OF POOR JACK, 


Written by Mr. Jon Cxcss 
OOR Jack, whoſe gay heart kept his ſpirits aloft, 
And ever gave mirth its full due; 
Who ſadneſs deſpis'd, nor to grieve was ſo ſoft, 
Which made him the life of the crew; 
Having weather'd the tempeſts of ocean and fate, | 
Diſdaining all hardſhips and fear, | ” 
Haſten'd home to his Poll, with his true-hearted 5 
mate; 
To be laid up in Pleaſure's faves tier, 
With a good ſtore of ſhiners his cheſt was ſupply'd, 
Says he, Now I'm on the right tack, 
& For that cherub, on whom I've ſo often rely'd, 
© Has home, ſafe and ſound, brought Poor Jack. 6 


To his heart Poll he preſs'd, the glad moment was 
fixt, 
When tow'rds church he would take her in tow; 
And there the good chaplain ſhould ſoon name the 
I text, 
That would ſplice em together, you know,” 
To his meſſmates, elated, he mention'd the morn, 
And forecaſtle jokes went round, 
As how, that they hop'd he'd not double Cape 
Horn, 
& Or on jealouſy's ſhoals run aground ; 
. “But ſaug, at the helm, he'd all danger's de fe, 
4, | Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 
« And the ſweet little cherub aloſt would eſpy 
«« Waving enſigns of joy o'er Poor Jack“ 


| | That night, which was nam'd by her ſailor the laſt 
Sc. Poll ſhould fleep in her hammock alone, 
He reſolv'd with his ſhipmates in glee ſhould be I | 
And mirth in his countenance ſhone; 
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He troll'd the blytbe Stave, drank a health to his 
King, 
Good liquor had cheriſh'd his ſoul, 
When a ſeaman a fignal ſrom beauty did bring, 
Which call'd him away to his Poll; 
% Avaſt friend, adieu! for a moment we part; | 
„ Poll commands me, about I muſt tack; 
“For {he's the ſweet cherub that reigns in the heart, | 
„Of your friend and companion Poor Jack.” | 


f But ſcarce from the cabin of friendſhip he flew, 
Ere the ſky form'd a picture ſo dread, | 
The rain beat aloud, and the winds fiercely blew, | 
And thunder roll'd over his head ; 
For his meſſmates at ſea, how his boſom did ſwell, 
| He figh'd more than once for their fate; 
| | Blue lightning flaſh'd round him, the kind vicina 
. fell, 
f ü His ſoul fled to death's calm retreat. 
pf The cherub, who ever to virtue is near, 
Bore it hence through a clear lucid track, 14 
Yet gaz'd on his duſt and dropt a ſalt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll, of Poor Jack. 


POOR WILL. | 

IN IMITATION OF POOR JACK, "J 

| By Mr. DEERING. 
| SN 1 1 briſk jolly tar, and Juſt going to ſea, ; 
| And my veſſel's tight rige'd for the main; | 


1 As Britons, I'm told, ſhould always be free, 
4 Your ircedem I'll ſtrive to maintain. 
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his Let your beaux and your belles, if they will, ſcoff 
and ſneer, 


And laugh at the ill I endure, 
I'm a foe to deceit and a ſtranger to fear, 


5 And F'm honeſt although I am poor. 

; | If my cup of exiſtence ſhould be daſh'd with gall, 
| Yet contented my ſtation I fill; 

eart, | For I know there's a Providence rules over all, 


| 
. | To protect and take care of Poor Will. 
| 


When Bet heard the news ſhe hung down her head, 
| But I vave her a hearty good ſmack ; 
Says I, My dear girl, you have nothing to dread— 
| „With honour I hope to come back; _ 
well „Come dry up your tears, for a moment attend, 
OY „My departure you muſt not oppoſe ; 
«© Tm a ſailor you know, and I'm bound to defend, 
& Old England and humble its foes. 
| „Then have done with your whimp'ring, your 
| &« ſpirits recall; | 
| I have lov'd you, and fo I do ſtill ; 
1 5 - 4 % And you know there's a Providence rules over all, 
To protect and take care of Poor Will.” 


| We're to hardſhips expos d, but that wedon't mind; 
| When all night I am in the round top, 
The ſea ſometimes rough and the weather unkind, 
| Cold benumb'd, I'm ready to drop. | 
= x When the lightning does flaſh and the thunder does 
1 . | roll 
| When the wave daſhes us to and fro, 
When Poor Jack heaves a ſigh for his fav'rite Foll, 
| Then no fear nor no terror I know. 
15 Should when danger aſſails and tempeſts beſah 
| With water a leak the ſhip fill, | 
| I know there's a Providence rules over all, 1 


To protect and take care of Poor Will. 
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The French we will drub if they dare to come nigh, 
For their infolence we'll make them pay ; 
As they'v2 taught us to dance, we will learn them 
to fly, | 
And be glad to get out of eur way, 


Tho! I oft times have fought in my country's defence, 


No promotion I'm likely to gain, 
“There's no vacancy yet,“ that's always the pre- 
tence, b 
So a common man ſtill I remain 
But if ſtretch'd on the deck by the ſtroke ef a ball, 
With pleaſure my blood I will ſpill, 
And that Providence truſt which rules over all, 
To protect and take care of Poor Will. 


If ſtorms and if perils I chance to ſurvive, 
And my voyage is crown'd with ſucceſs, - 

Our enemies vanquiſh'd, I come back alive, 
Then how happy I'd be with my Beſs ! 

If I fall, well and good; then there's an end of me, 
Tho' I've heard, if I right underſtand, 

That the Great Ruling Power protects us at ſea, 
All the ſame as if we were on land, 

Farewel then! I fly at my country's call, 
In its ſervice TI 'll uſe all my {kill ; 

For I know there's a Providence rules over all, 
To protect and take care of Poor Will. 


SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA, 
Written by Mr. Dibpix. 


WIS Saturday Night, the twinkling ſtars 


Shone on the rippling ſea, 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh d alees; 
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The ample can adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee it out, 

Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 

And puſh'd the grog about. 


Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg Ill toaſt, 
A frigate neat and trim, 
All jolly Portſmouth's favorite boaſt, 
Id venture life and limb; 9 
Sail ſeven long years, and ne'er ſee land, 
With dauntleſs heart and Rout, 
So tight a veſſel to command, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


I'll give, cried little Jack, my Poll, 
Sailing in comely Nate, 

Top gan'tſals ſet, ſhe is ſo tall, 
She looks like a firſt rite. 

Ah! would ſhe take her Jack in tow, 

A voyage for life throughout, 

No better birth I'd wiſh to know, 

Then puſh the grog about. 


TIl give, cried I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handfome, neat, and tight, 
What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man? 

She is my heart's delight! 

So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of life, 
I'd ſail the world throughout, 
Brave every toil for ſuch a wiſe, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


Thus to deſcribe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried: 

Till, ſummoned by the empty can, 
They to their hammocks hied; 


( 


DEATH OR VICTORY. 
By Mr. DIB DIN. 


ARK, the din of diſtant war, 
How noble is the clangor ! 
Pale death aſcends his ebon car, 
Clad in terrific anger, 


A doubtful fate the ſeldier tries, 
Who joins the gallant quarrel ; 
Perhaps on the cold ground he lies, 
No wife, no friend, to cloſe his eyes; 
Though nobly mourn'd, 
Perhaps return'd, 
He's crown'd with vic ry⸗ s laurel. 


How many who, diſdainin g fear, 
Ruſh on the deſp'rate duty, 
Shall claim the tribute of the tear, 
That dims the eye of beauty! | 
A doubtful fate, &c. 


What noble fate can fortune give? 
Renown fhall tel} our ſtory, 
If we ſhould fall: but if we live, 
We live our country's glory. 
'Tis te ue, a doubtful fate he tries, &c. 


THE END. 
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